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< REST HER SOUL, SHE'S DEAD!'

SHE  has   done  with  the   sea's  sorrow  and  the

world's way
And the wind's grief;
Strew her with laurel, cover her with bay

And ivy-leaf.

Let the slow mournful music sound before her,
Strew the white   flowers   about   the   bier,   and

o'er her
The sleepy poppies red beyond belief.

On the black velvet covering her eyes
Let the dull earth be thrown;

Hers is the mightier silence of the skies,
And long:, quiet rest alone.

Over the pure, dark, wistful eyes of her,

O'er all the human, all that dies of her,
Gently let flowers be strown.
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